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That in death's face thy chant
Arose up jubilant,
And thy great heart with thy great peril grew more great:
And sweet for bitter tears
Put out the fires of fears, And love made lovely for thee loveless hell and hate ;
And they that house with error,
Cold shame and burning terror^ Fled from truth risen and thee made mightier than thy fate.
This shall all years remember;
For this thing shall September Have only name of honour, only sign of white.
And this year's fearful name,
France, in thine house of fame Above all names of all thy triumphs shalt thou write,
When, seeing thy freedom stand
Even at despair's right hand, The cry thou gavest at heart was only of delight